>This isn't exactly how Lincoln intended to spend his evening. If it were up to him, he'd just be at the arcade with Clyde. But unfortunately word got out to his sisters about him not having a date to the dance, so Lucy went far enough out of her way to set him up with one of her older friends. Lucy wasn't adamant about making him go despite not wanting to, but the though of standing her up guilted him into at least giving it a shot. 'Besides, how often do you get the opportunity to go on a date?'
>Lincoln wasn't entirely sure where to look when he went into the gymnasium. He searched around the whole dance floor for her, and it wasn't until he just so happened to direct his attention to the bleachers that he saw her stand out against the room. Her dark hair and pale skin accentuated by a classical purple dress with a head in buried behind a notebook. This had to be her.
>Lincoln carefully approached her right side. He had spent enough time around Lucy to associate well with goths. Honestly, he harbored similar interests as well, but just never went out of his way to 'be goth' so to speak. Lincoln trying to play it cool "Hey." he started in a monotone
>"Hi." She answered with her nose still buried in her work
>"What're you writing."
>"Nothing really. Just stuff."
>He laughed a little "Do carry a notebook around everywhere?"
>She sighed, answering a tone Lincoln had trouble deciding was dismissive or friendly "I try." The girl finished writing after that, closing her journal and hiding a pen between the pages then setting to the side. Her eyes finally connected with Lincoln and a hardly noticeable grin seemed to crawl up her face "You must be Lincoln." Her voice was raspy like Lucy's and tailed off into a low mumble towards the end
>"Yeah. And you're H-Haiku, right?" Lincoln felt a little embarrassed saying her name in front of her, worried that she'd correct his pronunciation or something equally awkward
>Her grin dissipated with her turned away from him and looking down slightly "Yeah." 
>"I really like your name."
>A malice-filled scoff came out of her "You're just saying that."
>Lincoln panicked a little, breaking character "No, really! I mean if you don't mind me asking, how did you get it?"
>Their eyes meet again, this time with the girl being much less impressed with him "I don't know. How did YOU get YOUR name?"
>Lincoln froze, too scared to answer the question he wasn't even sure was rhetorical
>"I'm sorry..." she began quietly "I'm just sick of people asking me that."
>Lincoln stared at the floor and mumbled "...Its cute. It's a cute name."
>Haiku didn't answer, just look straight ahead
>Lincoln darted his eyes back to her for a moment unaware of whether or not he upset her. He didn't want to take his chances, and awkwardly stood up after a few seconds of silence "I'm going to go get some punch-" He felt a soft hand gently grab his. Looking over to his date who was still avoiding eye contact, Lincoln slowly sat back down with Haiku still holding the top of hand, tenderly rubbing it while she watched the students from across the gymnasium. Lincoln didn't say anything. The two simply tried to awkwardly enjoy the couple of each other in silence for a moment
>"So Lucy says you write poetry."
>"I just kind of dabble in it." She chuckled at her own self-deprecation "It's not any good."
>"They say the harshest is always yourself-"
>"'They' say that? Who's 'they'?"
>"You know, people?" 
>"I can't stand when people use clichés, I'm sorry."
>"O-oh."
>"And it's nothing against you. Everyone does it" she started patting his hand "but I'm just honest with you about it because I like you."
>Lincoln looked over to her. She lowered her head again, her facing turning a light shade of red
>"That came out wrong."
>He just laughed to himself "You're really shy."
>"...That's not something you should say to shy people."
>"Oh? Why not?" Lincoln was starting to get a surge of confidence from interacting with her. He felt comfortable enough to poke and prod at her fragile demeanor
>She sort of whined out an answer "Because! It makes them feel awkward."
>"Honesty, we're both already awkward enough as it is."
>She sighed "You and Lucy understand what it's like. You know, the whole social outcast thing. You to a lesser extent though, since you're kind of a normie."
>"Pfft. Whatever."
>"No, look at you! Collared shirt, jeans, no eye shallow, no piercings-"
>"Hold on. I need to show you something." Lincoln pulled out his phone and looked though a folder full of pictures until he found a what he was looking for. It was a selfie he took of when he dressed up like a goth to back when Lynn was bunking with him. One of his more self indulgent moments, but he was proud of how his goth alter ego looked. He place the phone up to her
>She stared at it for a moment before looking back to Lincoln and then back to the photo again "Oh my god."
>"See, I can try-"
>"Why don't you dress like this all the time."
>"Meh. I just don't feel like it really. Keep all the pint up emotions on the inside."
>"...B-but you look so good."
>"Maybe I'll dress like that more often. I don't know."
>"Please do. You're... kinda hot like that."
>He grinned "And I'm not hot now?"
>"Just think about it." She smiled at him, and he reciprocated it with his own. She moved her hand from in between the two of them, and slide over until they were hip to hip. She then cupped a hand around her mouth and whisper in his ear "We should go behind the bleachers." 
>His eyes widened, and it took some time to fully register the proposal before responding by nodding his head 
>Haiku looked around to make sure a teacher wasn't looking in their direction. She then crawled under the low ceiling of the bleachers. Lincoln hesitantly followed behind her. She sat on the ground with folded legs, handing her hands between
>Lincoln sat down in front of her also cross legged. They stared in each other's eyes before Lincoln started to lean in a little. Haiku didn't seem to amused by this, with a somewhat aggressive expression on her face making he eventually back away from her "I'm sorry."
>"What?"
>"...Are we going to, you know, kiss?"
>"Yeah. Wasn't that kind of obvious?"
>"Y-yeah, I just... Like you didn't say anything so..." Lincoln tumbled through awkward body language while his date just continued to give him a resting bitch face "See!? You're just staring! W-what am I supposed to do? You're being kind of vague."
>"Kiss me."
>"O-okay. Thanks for letting me know." He responded almost annoyed. Again Lincoln began to lean in until she pulled back this time
>"On second though..." She didn't finish, only looking off to the side, trying to suppress a smile
>Lincoln looked at her dumbfounded "Really?"
>She couldn't hold it anymore and needed to cover her mouth with her hand. Her eyes cutely looked up at Lincoln's jokingly upset face. She removed her hand and pushed forward to plant a light kiss on his lips. It only lasted a second, but it was still pretty intense of the young eleven year old. It broke off with a surprisedly loud smooch sound. This made both of them kind of embarrassed. Haiku's eyes flicked away from Lincoln to some direction other than his
>He just began laughing at the absurdity of their behavior "How about we ditch this place and go to the arcade?"
>Haiku seemed taken about by the idea "The arcade?"
>"Yeah. They're doing this two-for-on thing and-"
>"Lincoln I would love to, but I just want to warn you I'll only want to play House of the Dead."
>"Are you kidding me!? I love that game! Come on, let's get outta here."



[BONUS] Haiku's Haiku

>Sat on the bleachers 
>Was Lincoln's prearranged date
>Lucy's friend, Haiku

>Dark haired and macabre 
>She seemed to keep to herself
>Making him cautious 

>Their eyes connected
>Lincoln morosely spoke up
>"Hey, how's it going?"

>"I hate things like this
>"Dances really are the worst."
>She sighed, dejected 

>He faked a dark tone
>"They're way too lovey-dovey.
>"It's not REAL enough."

>"Exacly!" She yelled
>"Real love is about pain too.
>"Not just slow dancing."

>He moved closer now
>Confidently offering
>A little smile

>She too could not help
>But offer one of her own
>Her cheeks turning pink

>"I'm really sorry
>"I don't think I caught your name."
>Their hands nearly touched

>Coyly, her head fell
>"Well, it's kind of an odd name."
>She folded her hands

>"But call me Haiku.
>"Nice to finally meet you.
>"Lucy's said a lot.

>"She loves you to death.
>"You are a really sweet guy
>"From what I have heard."

>Lincoln rolled his eyes
>"She's too flattering. I'm not
>"All that great." He scoffed 

>Haiku grabbed his hand
>"I will be the judge of that."
>Both sat there, content



[LEWD BONUS] Haiku's Hymen

>The mood was perfectly set. Well, at least to Haiku's standards. Lincoln's nearly pitch dark bedroom was lite be a few scattered red candles he borrowed from Lucy. The two tried to sneak a few bases during there make out session on his bed. Of course, they were both incredibly inexperienced. Lincoln's tongue sloppily pressed against the inside cheek while he tried to gently wrap a trembling hand round her waist and slowly lower her to the bed. His partner eye's where as dead and expressionless as ever, but he could tell by her now accelerated breathing that he was doing something right
>Haiku folded her arms around the back of his neck. Lincoln moved away from the grip he had on her upper lip. He slowly licked her neck, and she shivered as her head fell back "Oooooh~" Her little moan was more high pitched than usual, which was a massive turn on for the adolescent boy. He wrapped his lips around her neck. Haiku began to breathe heavily. Lincoln sucked down on her soft, creamy skin
>"Ahhh! Ah Ah Ah!" Her entire body began to squirm, her legs tightening, her hands gripping the sheets. The feeling of Lincoln's mouth against her most delicate area sent a jolt of ecstasy down her back to her increasingly soaked panties. Her hand slowly slid down her dress to reach through and pleasure herself. Lincoln also sent a hand of his own down towards her pussy, holding the top of her hand while she massaged the surface of her aching lips through the wet clothing
>Lincoln lightly began to sink his teeth lower and lower into her gentle flesh
>"Ahhhhhh! Harder! Harderrrr~"
>Her nearly orgasmic sounding moans made Lincoln rock hard. He rocked his erection over her thin pelvis, dry humping her. His jeans pressed hard up against her long, flowing dress. The boy couldn't resist anymore, sitting up now to remove his shirt and unzip his jeans to expose his cock
>Haiku's expression remained emotionless as she stared up at him with her big eyes
>A gloved hand wrapped around his shaft and stared stroking it was three delicate fingers. The other gloved hand went down to foundle his balls with two digits rotating in a circular motion. The contrast of his warm genitalia being touched by her ice cold hands gave Lincoln a pleasure unknown to him. Clear pre-cum began to dibble out of his urethra 
>She sexily whispered to him "Stick it in..."
>Her partner took a deep breath and pulled her dress up to expose the skinny white skin of her lower body. Her legs were skinny and coyly pressed together. Lincoln felt a surge of power as he as moved them apart and carefully pulled down her frilly black panties. His heart was pounding when he lowered him self to her sweet, dripping vulva. His head caressed it, leaving a trail of his pre-cum as he pulled back to position himself properly over her. Staring into her dead eyes, he know the time was right
>Inch by inch, his cock moved its way inside her. Haiku tried (and failed) to cover a moan by biting her lip "Fffffff-Ahhh~"
>Lincoln was biting his own lip at the intense pleasure he felt from being inside her. That's when he got an idea. Again, he lowered his head next to her neck, and kissed it gently before sinking his teeth into her again
>She went crazy now "O-oh my god! Awww! Linc-Lincoln! It f-feels so-YES!! H-HARDER!!" 
>Lincoln's increaslying more aggressive thrusting shook the bed, making it creak loudly. He continued to gnaw on her smooth little neck while his partner's nail dug into his back hard, but the pain didn't even come close to overriding the most satisfying sensation he was experiencing in his young life. The wonderful feeling of Haiku's tight, virgin pussy squeezing hard against his throbbing member with every thrust. The tip of his penis felt like it was on the verge of erupting inside of her at any moment. Slowly, he pulled away from the bite to whisper in her ear "I-I'm a-a-about to-"
>"Cum inside me... Do it. Cum for me."
>Lincoln rocked himself over her a few more times until his juices began to flow out in multiple spurts on unthinkably amazing pleasure, each little one making his body quiver "Ahh! Ah! Ah! Ah...ahh..." He remained inside for some time before finally regaining his composer enough to pull out of her seed soaked flower "S-so, how was it for you?"
>Haiku looked up at her with the same dead eyes she always had "You didn't draw blood, but it was still pretty good."